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"Well,  go  and  see  an  amusement  park."  The  priest  waved  his 
hand  vaguely.  "It’s  a thing  like  a fair,  only  much  more  glittering. 

Go  to  one  at  night  and  stand  a little  way  off  from  it  in  a dark  place  — 
under  dark  trees.  You'll  see  a big  wheel  made  of  lights  turning  in 
the  air,  and  a long  slide  shooting  boats  down  into  the  water.  A band 
playing  somewhere,  and  a smell  of  peanuts  - and  everything  will 
twinkle.  But  it  won't  remind  you  of  anything,  you  see.  It  will  all 
just  hang  out  there  in  the  night  like  a colored  balloon  ~ like  a big 
yellow  lantern  on  a pole." 


F.  SCOTT  FITZGERALD 
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Key  West  Early  Morning  Rain 

Jeanne  Chase 

Yesterday's  ocean 
brilliant  as  turquoise 
lined  with  coral  ribbons 
lies  fieldstone  grey 
in  early  mist. 

Last  night’s  rumble 
of  low  steel  drums, 
laughing  voices 
in  exotic  tongues, 
hover  dreamlike 
over  sleeping  streets 
as  rain  clouds  ripen. 

First  drops  pounce 
on  pastel  porches 
of  gingerbread  mansions. 

Rain  streaks  down 
the  banyan  tree's 
many-stalked  trunk, 
organized  as  asparagus. 

Outside  my  window 
an  old  man  smiles  at  the  sky, 
his  face  dark  and  lined 
as  of  one  who  has  slept 
too  often  in  the  sun. 

His  tattered  pants  rolled 
high  above  bare  feet, 
he  sways,  his  waving  arms 
embracing  cleansing  rain 
on  forehead,  cheeks, 
his  dancing  feet. 

Beneath  him 
sidewalk  cracks 
like  rivulets  to  river 
rush  rain  to  curb  to 
shiny  pool 
as  first  light  breaks. 
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The  River’s  The  Place  To  Be 

Olga  Grush 


Easy  current  slows  my  boat  past  occult  swamps, 
hushed  water  of  unplumbed  deepsleep  terrors, 
of  catfish  napping  below  the  sudden  quiver 
of  telltale  hiding  places  of  whiskered  jaws. 

It’s  here  I practice  wizardry  in  dimity  air 
stitched  blue  by  dragonflies,  and  half  afraid, 

I cast  a whirring  line  with  swish  of  wrist, 
silk  whispering  sibilant  warnings  downstream 
a mile,  it  seems,  to  barmy  bubbles  that  rise 
and  break  in  yeasty  spittle  of  slippery  frogs. 

And  sleepily  moored  in  buoys  of  reeds  I watch 
the  scatter  patterned  carapaces  of  turtles 
as  scary  as  unpredictable  water  moccasins. 

Yet,  I have  no  fear  of  things  submerged, 
of  things  invisible.  I have  deliverance 
in  soothing  requiems  of  mourning  doves 
and  wisdom  in  morse  codes  of  woodpeckers. 
But  when  the  catfish  hits,  lip-hooked, 
rod-bending,  and  thrashes  up  and  pitches 
with  overwhelming  pull-diving,  sculling 
out  of  its  poachy  morass,  then  disappears, 

I learn  everything  the  catfish  knows. 

I will  wave  the  white  flag  of  silence 
as  sunrise  sounds  my  knell  of  time. 

I know  the  river’s  the  place  to  be. 
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Old  Smiles 

Mil  Riese 

I like  those  old  smiles 
out  of  old  faces! 

Sudden,  luminous, 
they  rise  like  cream,  like  sun, 
blinding,  surprising, 
fortuitous  as  a new  day, 
a second  chance,  saying  - 

"I'm  still  here,  under  this  mask! 

I glow,  I grieve,  I speculate 
on  mysteries  and  fate. 

I know  that  sneak  thief,  Luck, 
that  old  reprobate,  Romance. 
Intensely  acquainted 
with  every  foolishness  - 
I've  got  the  facts  you  need. 

Rinsed 

in  icy  streams  of  humor, 
of  course. 

A few  stinging  drops 

won't  spoil  your  smooth,  bright  face 

at  all.  At  all." 


8 


HILDA 

Richard  Calisch 


Pa  walked  away  one  winter  night  during  Hilda's  acne  and  virginity, 
staggered  out  to  buy  a bottle  and  did  not  return. 

Ma  said  that  was  okee-doke  with  her 
and  they  moved  in  with  her  old  pop. 

Grandpa  died  on  high  school  graduation  day; 

so  Ma  could  not  attend 

to  see  Hilda  handed  the  diploma 

she  had  not  worked  very  hard  to  earn. 

Then  Hilda's  lover  broke  off  their  affair, 
ransacked  her  apartment, 

stole  her  imitation  ruby  ring  and  twenty-seven  dollars, 

slit  all  the  upholstery  with  a knife, 

and  left  no  explanations, 

just  two  rooms  filled  with  tears  and  feathers. 

So  when  Thomas  charged  into  her  life, 

Hilda  turned  her  back  on  him; 

even  though  he  was  a save-the-whales-and-ozone-layer  kind  of  guy, 

a good-job-loved-his-mother-and-his-dog-and-pizza  kind  of  guy, 

she'd  have  nothing  to  do  with  him: 

hung  up  on  all  his  calls, 

tore  up  his  letters, 

sent  back  his  flowers, 

and  when  he  camped  on  her  front  steps  one  week, 
she  started  going  in  and  out  the  alley  door, 
stepping  daintily  around  the  dog  shit  and  debris. 

He  sent  her  candy  which  she  flushed. 
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He  wrote  haiku  which  read  the  same  forward  and  backward 
and  hired  skywriters  to  fly  them  in  smoke  across  the  sky. 

He  rented  a billboard  opposite  her  window 
and  painted  it  in  pink,  red  and  green 
old  English  script, 

’’Marry  me!” 

She  pulled  her  shades 

and  hunkered  in  her  bathtub  in  the  dark  all  afternoon. 

He  appeared  on  cable  public  access  Channel  Three  and  proposed. 
She  turned  her  TV  to  the  wall. 

He  bribed  disc  jockeys 

to  play  love  songs  to  her  on  the  air, 

and  hired  a banjo  band  to  strum  out  in  the  street; 

she  went  to  the  movies. 

When  he  sent  a telegram  from  another  city, 
she  opened  it,  not  realizing  that  it  came  from  him. 

’’Marry  me  — last  chance,”  it  said. 

She  tore  it  up  and  ate  the  pieces. 

They  were  sweet. 

Then  for  a month  she  had  a rash  of  second  thoughts, 
and  after  itching  beyond  her  tolerance  for  itch 
one  sleepless  night,  she  dialed  his  number. 

A woman  answered. 

Hilda  placed  her  phone  back  in  its  cradle. 

Then  she  took  Pa's  picture 
from  the  little  heart-shaped  box 
where  she  had  kept  it  all  those  years 
and  burned  it. 


11 


Splendid  Isolation: 

A Narrative  Essay  of  American  Proxemics 

Robert  Chasteen 


I want  to  live  all  alone  in  the  desert 
I want  to  be  like  Georgia  O’Keeffe 
I want  to  live  on  the  Upper  East  side 
And  never  go  down  in  the  streets 

I'm  putting  tin  foil  up  on  the  windows 
Lying  down  in  the  dark  to  dream 
I don't  want  to  see  their  faces 
I don't  want  to  hear  them  scream 

- From  the  song  "Splendid  Isolation," 

by  Warren  Zevon 


I'm  just  like  the  people  on  this  train. 

The  realization  struck  me  like  lightning  as  I rode  the  half-filled 
car  into  Chicago;  it  was  as  if  I were  watching  an  episode  of  "The 
Twilight  Zone"  turned  inside-out.  As  the  train  clambered  to  each 
stop  along  its  route,  it  made  no  difference  whether  one  person  got  on 
or  one  person  got  off.  Every  seat  in  my  rail  car  was  occupied  by 
only  one  person,  although  each  seat  could  comfortably 
accommodate  two.  New  passengers  would  open  the  door  to  my  car, 
note  every  seat  was  filled  by  only  one  person,  then  move  on  to 
another  car  because  they  considered  mine  full. 

Every  rider,  from  the  rumpled  lawyer  to  the  business  woman  in 
Reeboks,  was  a human  fortress  of  solitude,  either  wrapped  up  in  the 
newspaper,  a Walkman,  or  his  or  her  own  thoughts.  No  one  said  a 
word;  thus,  the  only  sounds  aboard  the  train  were  the  staccato 
singing  of  the  rails  and  the  muted  roar  of  silence.  The  eventual 
crowding  at  rush  hour  forced  people  to  begrudgingly  sit  next  to  one 
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another,  but  still  not  one  word,  not  one  glance,  was  exchanged. 

In  the  frightening  clarity  of  the  moment,  I realized  I was  just  as 
guilty  of  self-absorption  as  the  rest  of  the  people  on  this  train.  I had 
not  invited  anyone  to  share  my  seat;  in  fact,  I had  even  withheld  the 
courtesy  of  acknowledging  the  person  sitting  next  to  me.  I merely 
sat,  safe  in  the  womb  of  my  self,  as  the  train  roared  into  the  heart  of 
the  city,  its  cars  silently  filled  with  dozens  of  people,  all  sitting  alone 
together. 


* * * 

The  pulse  of  America  may  be  found  at  the  heart  of  its  cities, 
for  the  streets  of  the  city  are  vessels  continually  flooded  with  new 
life  and  ancient  wisdom,  each  teaching  the  other  the  laws  of  survival 
in  an  urban  environment.  My  experience  aboard  the  train  is  one  of 
many  illustrations  of  how  we  as  Americans  respond  to  the  spatial 
relationships  between  ourselves  and  others,  known  otherwise  as  the 
study  of  proxemics. 

To  study  American  proxemics  is  to  study  isolation.  Edward  T. 
Hall,  a specialist  in  proxemics,  notes  of  Americans,  "As  soon  as  a 
person  stops  or  is  seated  in  a public  place,  there  balloons  around  him 
a small  sphere  of  privacy  which  is  considered  inviolate.  Anyone 
who  enters  this  zone  and  stays  is  intruding."  As  I had  witnessed 
aboard  the  train,  the  American  need  for  space  and  solitude  is 
desperate,  almost  all-consuming. 

Perhaps  such  need  stems  from  the  kaleidoscopic  nature  of  the 
American  character  itself.  The  idea  of  an  "American  essence"  is  a 
myth  as  old  as  our  nation;  in  its  stead  exists  a subjective,  continually 
shifting  national  character  built  upon  foundations  of  dislocation  and 
rootlessness. 

As  a nation,  the  United  States  is  composed  of  classes  in  which 
each  group  attempts  to  assert  its  independence  by  denying  its  need 
for  reliance  on  others.  Isolationism  is  an  American  instinct,  but  our 
need  for  solitude  reflects  our  still-greater  need  for  identity.  As  a 
nation,  we  have  paid  the  price  for  independence:  our  collective 
psyche  has  been  shattered. 

The  United  States  is  a country  in  search  of  its  own 
consciousness.  We  need  time  to  ourselves  to  discover  the  sense  of 
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self  we  have  never  truly  possessed.  Once  in  possession  of  even 
some  fragmented  sense  of  self,  we  guard  it  as  if  our  lives  depend  on 
it;  as  human  beings,  knowledge  of  self  is  essential  to  our  existence. 

Over  time,  the  East  has  developed  philosophy  and  the  West  has 
developed  psychology,  both  for  the  purpose  of  examining  and 
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exploring  the  human  soul.  Absolute  truth,  it  may  be  said,  rests 
somewhere  amidst  the  facts;  if  so,  true  understanding  of  ourselves 
will  come  at  the  point  where  philosophy  and  psychology  meet. 

The  environment  of  the  floatation  tank,  tested  and  refined  by 
the  scientific  community  for  more  than  thirty  years,  represents  the 
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convergence  of  the  twain. 

The  floatation  tank  is  a pool  of  saline  solution  contained  within 
a light-proof,  sound-insulated  isolation  chamber.  The  tank  is 
designed  to  relieve  stress  and  assist  in  the  achievement  of  altered 
states  of  consciousness  through  the  creation  of  a "restricted 
environment."  Once  inside  the  tank,  the  subject  is  deprived  of  all 
incoming  sights,  sounds,  and  tactile  sensations;  without  the 
distractions  of  the  physical  world,  the  subject  is  left  to  experience 
complete  physical  and  mental  relaxation  with  the  benefit  of 
enhanced  concentration.  If  the  essential  American  desire  is  to  be 
alone  with  one's  thoughts,  to  "get  away  from  it  all,"  perhaps  the 
floatation  tank  is  the  American  dream. 

* * * 

I departed  the  train  station  and  began  the  unsettling  walk 
through  the  streets  of  Chicago.  Previous  excursions  had  taught  me 
the  necessity  of  adopting  the  "city  face":  a mask  of  total 
concentration  and  complete  oblivion,  the  only  look  that  allows  me  to 
pass  undisturbed  through  the  disturbing  streets.  A smile  in  the  city 
could  cost  you  your  life;  a glance  into  the  eyes  of  the  city's 
dispossessed  could  cost  you  your  soul.  I wore  the  mask  as  my  only 
means  of  self-defense. 

I soon  arrived  at  SpaceTime  Tanks,  a "relaxation  center"  in  the 
Lincoln  Park  neighborhood  specializing  in  floatation  tanks.  I had 
traveled  here  as  part  of  a field  trip  experience;  searching  for  a means 
to  explore  the  concept  of  "happiness"  for  a Humanities  class,  I had 
rented  the  use  of  the  tank  for  an  hour. 

SpaceTime's  lobby  was  a welcome  respite  from  the  jangle  of 
the  urban  environment,  for  I was  greeted  by  soft  lighting,  soothing 
music,  and  overstuffed  furniture.  Tari,  one  of  the  owners  of  the 
facility,  instructed  me  in  the  proper  use  of  the  tank  and  how  to  make 
the  best  use  of  my  time.  I was  left  alone  to  shower;  the  tank  water 
was  filtered  after  every  use,  but  the  shower  served  to  maintain  the 
tank's  purity  and  allowed  my  body  to  more  readily  adjust  to  the 
aquatic  environment.  After  placing  a pair  of  foam  plugs  in  my  ears 
to  further  reduce  noise,  I tentatively  opened  the  hatch  and  entered 
the  undiscovered. 
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Something  about  the  alien  atmosphere  remained  curiously 
inviting.  The  pool  of  water  was  only  ten  inches  deep,  but  nearly  a 
half-ton  of  Epsom  salts  had  been  dissolved  into  the  water  to  provide 
my  body  buoyancy;  an  underwater  heating  pad  regulated  both  the  air 
and  water  temperature  at  ninety-eight  degrees.  The  four-foot  high 
chamber  allowed  me  just  enough  room  to  crouch  into  the  tank.  As  I 
closed  the  door  behind  me  and  stretched  out  onto  my  back,  the  water 
swirled  silently  about  me;  the  darkness  embraced  me.  I realized  I 
had  returned  to  the  womb. 

The  free-floating  sensation  was  at  first  unsettling,  as  if  the  law 
of  gravity  had  unexpectedly  been  repealed.  I was  unused  to 
experiencing  the  loss  of  pressure  being  exerted  on  my  joints  and 
muscles,  yet  I voiced  no  complaints  as  every  inch  of  my  body 
breathed  a sigh  of  relief.  I spent  my  next  moments  adapting  to  my 
new  environment,  gently  rocking  back  and  forth,  adrift  alone  upon 
my  singular  ocean. 

In  the  expansive  solitude,  radio  static  filled  my  mind  as  my 
cerebral  dials  spun  frantically  in  search  of  a clear  channel.  I kept 
hearing  the  silence  of  the  people  on  the  train;  I kept  seeing  the  faces 
on  the  street  I had  tried  so  desperately  to  avoid.  My  mind  soon 
became  the  center  of  a psychic  storm,  inundated  by  waves  of 
troubling  memories  and  unstable  emotions. 

Even  here,  in  the  tank,  I could  not  escape  my  self. 

Above  the  roar,  I heard  the  distant  bass  of  my  heart  and  the 
steady,  muffled  rhythm  of  my  breathing;  I tried  to  isolate  each 
physical  note  as  I focused  on  the  simple  sonata  my  body  sang  to  me. 
In  my  mind’s  eye  I began  to  picture  a crystalline  pool  of  water,  intent 
on  keeping  the  water  still  so  nary  a ripple  disrupted  the  surface.  As  I 
worked  to  keep  the  pool  of  water  as  placid  as  glass,  each  new  breath 
I drew  became  a mantra;  I soon  lost  track  of  time.  The  tempest 
inside  my  mind  seized  as  suddenly  as  it  had  erupted,  and  my  final 
thoughts  before  drifting  off  into  unconsciousness  were  of  islands 
and  continents. . . 


My  next  memory  was  of  Tari  tapping  gently  on  the  closed 
hatch  of  the  tank.  I came  back  to  consciousness  like  a swimmer 
surfacing  for  air.  As  I started  to  move  about  the  chamber,  I noticed 
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everything  was  different . With  leaden  limbs,  I rushed  in  slow 
motion  toward  the  hatch;  as  I opened  the  portal,  light  streaked 
brilliantly  all  around  me. 

My  "reality"  exploded:  when  I turned  my  head  too  quickly, 
my  vision  shimmered  into  a Technicolor  blur;  my  skin  burned  with 
cold  fire  as  I showered  again  to  wash  the  salts  from  my  hair  and 
body.  I was  experiencing  "stimulus  hunger,"  a physical  condition 
brought  about  by  the  absence  of  incoming  stimuli  to  the  nervous 
system. 

The  hour  had  fine-tuned  my  being.  As  I dressed,  I felt  a 
continuous  current  of  energy  surging  through  me  like  a live  wire. 
The  most  scintillating  sensation  was  the  crystalline  quality  of  my 
mind:  there  was  no  past,  no  future,  simply  this  moment,  followed 
by  another  moment,  then  another.  I was  holding  time  in  my  hands, 
feeling  its  instants  flow  through  my  fingers. 

The  moment  was  transcendent  — spiritual,  but  not  religious. 
The  feeling  of  emotional  abandonment  I had  experienced  on  the 
train,  the  sense  of  solitary  consciousness,  was  gone.  In  its  stead  was 
a sense  of  connection,  a high-voltage,  direct-input  jack  into  absolute 
existence.  As  I walked  back  to  the  train  station,  the  once- 
threatening  streets  now  sizzled  with  new  life:  the  graffiti  was 
electric,  the  car  horns  kinetic,  and  the  air  about  me  hummed  like  a 
stack  of  amplifiers.  The  train  ride  home  was  filled  with  the  fast- 
forward  rush  of  animated  landscapes  and  cartoon  characters,  its 
soundtrack  composed  of  the  collective  music  of  passengers  talking 
and  laughing  with  each  other.  In  the  carnival  purity  of  the  moment, 

I realized  I was  just  like  the  people  on  this  train. 
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Tsk,  Tsk 

Marilyn  Pollock 


There  once  was  an  old  vegetarian 
Whose  friend  was  a bald  antiquarian 
They  basked  nude  in  the  sun 
But  soon  had  to  run 
From  neighbors  not  quite  libertarian. 


The  Spinster 

Marilyn  Pollock 

A spinster  whose  joys  were  vicarious 

Found  the  morals  of  men  quite  precarious 

Her  chastity  sweet 

No  man  could  defeat 

Till  a sweet  talking  preacher  nefarious. 
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Somewhere 
in  the  crevices 
of  my  body 
your  scent 
lingers  on 
and  I can't 
scrub  you  away 
you  cling 
to  the  cells 
of  my  skin 
like  you  were 
meant  to  be  there 
like  you  grew 
there  with  me 
and  now  you're  gone 
and  I want  to  forget 
But  I can't  seem 
to  shed 

this  second  skin 


- Terri  Locke 


The  Rockies 

Beth  Peluso 

brooding  grandfathers 
with  stem,  heavy  brows 
snowhaired 
but  beautiful  beneath 
the  prickly  forest  labyrinth 
with  a thousand  paths 
to  lose  your  way. 

the  proud  cold  air  washing  over  you 
like  trout  breathing 
in  glacier  streams 
winds  lisping  through  pines 
who  pipe  their  lonely  music; 
the  air-threads  stretched  thin 
between  grey  anvil  clouds 
before  the  daily  ritual  of  rain: 
you  feel  them  twist  round  you 
with  the  raw  scent  of  their  water, 
then  fey  little  hands  patter  the  earth  down, 
the  shy  startled  look 
on  a doe’s  young  face 
before  she  glides  on  her  way, 
the  flitting  of  grey  jays 
hoping  for  handouts, 
the  warbling  and  burbling  of 
seldom  glimpsed  songbirds 
flick  of  wings  here 
black  dew  eye  there, 
the  harsh  coldness  of  stars 
bright  and  uncaring 
pierce  through  the 
Night's  black  armor 
of  branch-rustle 
and  needle-scuffle 
and  cricket  concertos 
drifting 
on  the  wind. 
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Yellow  Mellow  Moon 

Olga  Grush 

A wedding  at  midnight,  everyone  dew-shined 
under  a yellow  mellow  moon  without  star, 
chuckling  river  sugaring  the  be-rhymed 
strum-a-strumstrum  of  quiescent  guitars 
and  the  whap-a-whapwhap  of  bittersweet  drums, 
the  Rockabilly  Bebop  Band  Rhythm  and  Blues 
as  crazy  as  lightning  bugs  in  glass  jars. 

Chanting  Priestly  Ones  wear  red  cingulums 
tied  around  robes  of  chrysanthemums. 

The  Bride  in  spangles,  the  Groom  in  denims, 
speak  slowpoky  words  of  molasses  love 
and  the  skyhigh  goodshould  of  wishkissed  vows 
in  the  sonority  of  owl  and  mourning  dove. 
Consecrated  doo-woppy  honeyed  elixir  flows 
into  goblets  raised  to  whatever  enchants. 

Sand  danced  to  smoke.  Morning  breaks  stealthily 
and  shocks  the  spell  with  a moonless  reality. 
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A British  Lieutenant  Writes  Home 
(November  25, 1779) 

Robert  Lundin 

Tis  the  year  of  our  Lord,  Seventeen  Hundred  Seventy-Nine, 
N'er  a one  of  us,  my  Love,  had  conceived  these  cold  times, 
A Connecticut  wind  off  the  gray  Atlantic,  woefully  howls, 

Yet  'tis  nothing  to  the  fear 
Of  hot  lead  shot  through  the  bowels. 

These  rebel  soldiers,  maltrained,  scarcely  know  a formation, 
They're  farmers,  homesteaders,  the  devil's  damnation; 

For  by  the  sight  of  his  musket,  crude  weapons  by  our  craft, 

He  murdered  my  dear  Sergeant, 

With  a squirrel  gun's  naked  wrath. 

I've  heard  shrieks  of  my  men,  shot  straight  to  the  eye, 

By  rag-tag  soldiers,  malcontents.  Save  to  you  I shant  lie, 
That  Americans,  as  they'd  say  it,  are  a brave  breed  we've  bred, 

And  among  my  King's  ranks, 

To  off  seen  I two  shades  of  red. 

'Tis  three  years  in  conflict,  'twill  be  thirty  I’ve  aged, 

'Twill  be  lines  crossed  my  face  for  the  killing  I've  waged. 
Now  Louis  brings  his  fleet,  this  treason  grows  to  war, 

Damn  those  opportunist  bastards! 

Blast  the  French  whore! 

Forgive  me,  my  Love,  for  the  stench  in  my  speech, 

I've  grown  too  accustomed  to  men  blown  off  their  feet. 

How  I long,  more  than  life,  for  the  Lincolnshire  dales, 

And  to  be  in  thy  arms, 

First  in  ship's  hold,  set  sail. 

'Morrow  is  called  a truce,  in  this  ungentlemanly  war. 

I shall  live  another  day,  with  God's  grace  a few  more. 

They  spite  we  British  soldiers,  serving  King  as  our  living, 

The  colonists  have  proclaimed, 
'Morrow  as  Thanksgiving. 


24 


Remembrances  of  Grass  Fields 
and  Ball  Games  in  the  Sun 

Michael  Sarafin 


At  New  Comiskey, 
old  is  only  skin  deep, 
the  facade  hiding 
an  overly  modem  inside. 

At  Wrigley  Field, 
old  is  to  the  bone 
where  age  gets  in  the  way. 

In  Baltimore, 

Oriole  Park  is 
the  look  of  baseball 
as  it  used  to  be 
and 

as  it  should  be. 

This  park  has  the  feel  of 
history. 

The  outside  is 
strikingly  ancient. 

It  has  borrowed,  liberally, 
from  baseball's  storied  past. 

There  fans  will  find 
reminders  of 

Ebbets,  Crosley,  and  the  old  Polo  Grounds, 
of  Fenway,  old  Comiskey,  and  even  Wrigley  Field, 
(yes  there  will  be  ivy  on  the  outfield  walls 
when  the  weather  warms  up) 


The  deepest  part  of  the  park, 
left  center, 

could  be  precisely  the  point 
where  George  Herman  Ruth,  Sr. 
operated  Ruth's  Cafe. 

There  was  ten  cent  soup 
and  nickel  beer. 

A baby  Babe  Ruth 
once  played  here, 
although  young  George 
probably  wouldn't  remember. 

They  can  spend  millions 
to  build  this  new 
old  looking 
field  of  dreams, 
but  they  can’t  buy 

Memories. 

They  will  have  to  be  made. 


found  poem,  from  an  article 
by  Dave  Van  Dyck  in 
The  Chicago  Sun-Tines. 

Sports  section, 

Monday,  April  6, 1992 


Deluded  Fragment  #200 

Robert  Parran 


It's  a compromise 

time  released 

before  the  pathetic  fallacy 

begins. 

And  we're  over  the  trees 
where  the  snakes  wanted  us 
we're  over  the  trees 
and  safe  — 

but  we  could  still  fall. 

I'm  riding  on  a Heavenbet 
and  the  odds  are  unknown, 
but  I'll  stay  above  the  trees, 
treading  air, 

until  my  number  comes  up. 


Indian  Step  (Freedom) 

Daniel  M.  Gannon 


Seated  uncomfortably  as  smoke  laundered  eyes 
drop  and  recess  like  blinds  against  a window  pane. 

I travel  and  hope,  and  I pray 

with  ears  shot  by  a rifle-fire  engine 

clearing  the  mist  around  the  city's  sunset  of  lights, 

glowing  fresh  fuzzy  peaches  and  halogen  mercury  dimples 

delicate  as  a dandelion  in  a vacuum. 

White  rivers  of  snow  seethe  from  the  banks  of  corporate  sense. 
Buildings  you  can  touch  and  wonder  of  construction. 

Frank  Lloyd  Wright  at  our  fingers  dreaming 

of  a Church  St.  that  has  never  seen  such  similar  symmetry. 

A god  parallel  city  of  cardboard  tapering  in  its  own  sun, 
sewing  grey  strands  to  piece  together  the  lives  of  bricks. 

I’ve  never  been  through  Indianapolis. 

I further,  I recede. 

Hands  cracked  anticipation. 

Driving  at  night  is  truly  free, 

roads  out  of  nowhere  affix  no  mirage 

sketching  more  an  acute  ghost  than  a guidance. 

This  freedom,  this  new  found  love, 
this  Indian  step  of  death 
searching  for  a pre-Christian  Christ 
to  savor  a fresh  palate, 
to  taste  all  the  essence  in  a barrel  of  God 

in  an  open  road,  carving  highways  out  of  hills, 
lines  now  guiding  the  way. 

Exits  in  pause  stop 

the  reality  of  speed. 

Such  immaculate  grounds  for  exhaust  and  asphalt 
(as  if  Bolivar  might  have  met  Brazil  with  interest). 

Bleeding  rocks  run  essence  in  the  ditch-prisoned  guardrail 
convenient  in  a mother  shell  cracked  open  in  ritual 
for  a rush  hour  crunch  and  the  broken  travelers, 
who  wander  alone  between  the  fuzzy  peaches 
hoping  for  resonance  in  a random  hotel  room. 


from  within 
a deep 

sensuous  longing 
to  sprawl 
myself 
my  body 
out 

onto  you 
and  feel  you 
under  my  mind 

- Terri  Locke 
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L-A-X 

Michael  Burke 


She  asks  me  where  I'm  headed. 

"D.C.,"  I say,  and  I like  the  way  that  sounds.  She  nods  a little, 
smiles  a little.  I smile,  too,  and  ask  where  she's  headed. 

"L-A-X,"  she  says.  I like  the  way  that  sounds,  as  well. 

"Business?"  I say. 

She  shakes  her  head.  "I  live  there,"  she  says,  still  smiling. 
When  she  talks,  she  looks  directly  into  my  eyes. 

We're  standing  in  line  at  a crowded  ticket  counter  at  O'Hare. 
She  has  curly,  auburn  hair.  She  has  brown  eyes.  She  asks  if  I've 
ever  been  to  Los  Angeles. 

"No,"  I say.  Then  I'm  afraid  that  sounds  too  harsh.  I tell  her: 
"I  mean  I'd  like  to,  though." 

She  nods. 

The  line  moves  one  step  forward.  She's  carrying  a dress  bag 
over  her  shoulder.  She's  wearing  a sweater  and  jeans.  I guess  she's 
a few  years  older  than  me.  I push  my  suitcase  with  my  foot. 

"I  live  here,"  I tell  her. 

"I  figured,"  she  says,  but  in  a polite  way.  "You  don't  look 
Washington,"  she  explains.  "Do  you  fly  much?" 

"Not  much,"  I say.  Then  I'm  afraid  that  sounds  somewhat 
fragile.  "Well,  some,"  I say.  "On  business.  Couple  times  a year." 
She's  still  looking  into  my  eyes. 

The  line  moves  one  step  forward  again. 

"I  fly  on  vacations,  too,"  I say. 

She  laughs  a little.  "That's  nice,"  she  says. 

I feel  my  face  turn  red. 

I look  toward  the  ticket  agent,  but  I don't  really  see  him. 
Instead,  my  mind  is  racing:  I'm  on  a plane,  with  her,  heading  west 
not  east,  to  L-A-X.  We  kiss,  she  and  I,  on  this  plane,  and  speak 
softly  to  one  another  with  our  heads  together.  After  we  land,  we 
take  a cab  to  her  apartment  — she  doesn't  have  a house,  she  doesn't 
have  a boyfriend,  she  has  two  black-and-white  kittens  maybe  — and 
we  make  love.  We  make  love  again  and  then  eat  Chinese  food  and 
then  I brush  her  auburn  hair  with  my  hand  and  gently  kiss  her  neck, 
her  throat  and  pull  a quilt  across  us  once  more. 
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I suddenly  hear  the  smooth  sound  of  her  voice. 

"I  beg  your  pardon,"  I say. 

She’s  laughing  a little  again.  "It's  your  turn,"  she  tells  me, 
pointing  at  the  ticket  agent  who  is  holding  his  hand  forward  saying, 
"Sir?  Excuse  me,  sir?" 

I laugh,  too,  and  tell  her  thanks. 

I give  my  ticket  to  the  agent,  put  my  suitcase  on  the  conveyor 
belt.  I turn  to  face  her  once  more.  "I'm  sorry,"  I say. 

"No  sweat,"  she  says. 

I turn,  then  turn  again  so  we're  once  again  facing  each  other. 

"This  may  sound  weird,"  I say,  "but  I have  to  tell  you  that  I'm 
married." 

"That's  nice,"  she  says.  She  doesn't  change  her  expression. 

She  tells  me:  "I  saw  the  ring." 

The  ticket  agent  hands  back  my  ticket. 

"Yes,"  I say,  then  look  at  my  wedding  ring  as  if  for  the  first 
time.  I turn  red  again.  Then  I find  myself  looking  straight  into  her 
eyes. 

"I  was  only  making  conversation,"  she  says. 

"Oh,"  I say,  "me,  too."  I try  smiling.  "Me,  too,"  I say.  "I  just 
thought  I'd  say  that.  About  me  being  married,  I mean.  See  how  it 
sounds  to  say  that  aloud." 

She  hands  her  ticket  to  the  agent.  The  people  right  behind  her, 
two  women  and  one  older  guy,  are  looking  at  me,  listening  to  every 
word. 

"So,"  she  says,  "how  does  it  sound?"  Then  she  smiles  again. 

"Good,"  I say.  "I  sounds  good.  It  sounds  o.k." 

She  nods  her  head.  "That's  nice,"  she  says.  "That's  really 

nice." 
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Shelving  Memories 

Lisa  N.  Libman 

The  hands  that  lather 
reach  out  from 
over  and  coat  me. 

Coat  me  with  recency  and 

take  me  from  now.  I fear  forgetting  but 

remembering  frightens  me  more. 

I want  both. 

The  now  and  the  just  over.  Take  the 
just  over  and  plunge  over 
deep  into  my  chest. 

Bum  me  with  it,  hot-pronged,  until  it 

sears  a mark, 

a purple-flamed  memory 

over  in  ashes, 

over  in  ashes  with 

head  bowed, 

kissing  the  flame  goodbye 
and  dying. 

Over 
is  gone. 

Now  I have 
just. 


Voluptuous  Women 

(after  Stephen  Dunn) 
Glen  Brown 


They  are  not  like  other  women, 
and  they  know  it. 

They  make  us  tremble, 

hold  our  breath,  wheel  and  fantasize. 

Everything  is  put  on  hold 

when  they  enter  a room. 

Motion  defies  time,  and  we  moan. 

They  suffer  for  this  special  advantage, 

for  needing  our  reassurance, 

and  we  know  that  it's  better  to  treat  them 

as  if  they  are  unexceptional, 

like  the  freckled-face  girl  next  door. 

They'll  be  surprised 

by  our  indifference,  relieved 

of  having  to  put  forth  an  effort. 

They  might  allow  us  to  approach, 
attend  to  what  we  might  ask, 
offer  us  their  loneliness  in  return 
for  not  soliciting. 

And  lucky  we  will  be 
to  have  had  such  women  in  our  lives 
when  years  from  now  we  unplug  our  lust 
and  drift  perpetually  in  memory. 


TM'. 
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A Marriage 

Jay  Stricklin 

A tail  or  ribbon  of  smoke  among  shafts  of  light. 
These  pillars,  those  few  moments 
when  path  adjoining  path  finds  supported  within 
the  airborne  dusts  a whimsical  grandeur  in  which 
we  are  as  a bladder  of  ether  rising  to  meet 
summer's  cap  of  ceiling. 
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Internalized  Bitch  in  the  Kitchen 

Carlene  Mogavero 


and  I would  be  unable  to  talk  only  to 
scream  through  tears. 

Emptying  the  cupboards  onto  the  floor. 
Hurling  catsup  bottles  at  benign  walls. 
Gnashing  at  the  window. 

Bleeding  onto  my  apron. 

Reaching  blindly  to  the  sun. 

and  after  years  of  getting  beat 
in  your  car,  on  your  bed,  at  the 
grocery  store  in  front  of  women 
who  turned  their  children  away 
I made  it  stop.  I dug  up  the 
black  worst  and  spit  it  in  your  face. 

I painted  the  bathroom  walls.  I 
painted  the  walls.  I 
painted  the  sky. 

I opened  up  the  door,  that  gaping  hole 
and  threw  myself  in. 

I died  to  you. 


And  was  born  to  me. 


gutterramble 

Gregory  Sarns 


eyes  hazy  red  w/  alcohol  mist; 
mind  glassy-glazed,  oblivion  kissed, 
music  of  fire  & memories  of  bone; 
voices  at  midnight  in  chemical  drone. 
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Getting  Hit  by  a Train 

Kathleen  Keenan 

It  sounds  like 
buff  but  softer, 
polished  cotton 
fine-spun 
wind-whuff 

at  twice  the  speed  of  sound. 
Right  before  impact 
it  hurts, 

the  thought  of  it 
what  you  will  be  like 
when  you're  found, 
but  after  that 
there  is  nothing 
only  rings  of  fire 
circling 


around  that  sound. 


The  First  Real  Goodbye 

Alexandra  Sloane 

Remember  when 

I was  five  and 

you  were  ten— 

you  wrapped  yourself  in 

a crisp  white  bedsheet 

and  draped  your  head 

with  a faded  flowery  curtain. 

I walked  before  you 

covered  in  a huge  yellow  beach  towel 

and  clutching  wilted  dandelions 

as  we  hummed  the  Wedding  March 

and  sauntered 

down  the  stairs. 

Together 
we  grew  up 

leaving  frosty  milk  and 
crumbly  cookies 
out  for  Santa 

and  chatting  at  midnight  over 
Rocky  Road  ice  cream. 

When  the  slimy  slithery  monster 

under  my  bed 

threatened  to  devour  me, 

you  let  me  sleep  with  you 

in  the  safety  of  your  frilly  canopy  bed. 

You  understood- 

my  best  friend  forever. 


And  now  you  stand 
in  soft  white  satin  that 
shimmers  through  the  church's 
stained  glass  windows  and 
a real  veil  sits  on  your 
perfectly  curled  brown  locks. 

I still  walk  before  you 
but  this  time  in 
frosted  pink  satin 
and  cradling 
dainty  pink  roses. 

As  you  disappear  down 

the  velvety  aisle, 

you  turn  to  me  and 

the  very  same  hand 

that  used  to  wipe  away  my  tears 

now  waves  goodbye. 

You  lean  toward  him 
and  the  same  cotton  candy  pink  lips 
that  would  kiss  my  scrapes  and  bruises 
now  kiss  him  hello— 

A subtle  greeting 
to  your  new  best  friend. 
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Dreams:  Part  One 

Thom  Rindahl 


The  cave  was  dark  and  damp.  Martin’s  footsteps  echoed 
throughout  the  cave.  He  was  running  faster  than  he  thought  humanly 
possible,  but  then  again  adrenaline  was  known  to  have  that  kind  of 
effect. 

He  tripped  over  a rock,  and  his  clothes  were  tom  up  some 
more.  His  heart  was  racing,  and  his  chest  was  aching  from  all  the 
exertion.  He  looked  back.  It  was  still  in  sight.  A frog  the  size  of  a 
house  was  hopping  after  him.  He  knew  he  had  to  get  up  and  run 
again  if  he  was  going  to  avoid  that  tongue,  that  wretched  tongue. 

He  started  up  like  a bolt.  His  blood-soaked  body  flew  past  the 
stalagmites  and  stalactites.  He  could  still  hear  the  hopping,  the  awful 
hopping.  He  turned  to  see  if  the  frog  was  out  of  sight  yet— it  wasn't. 
Then  it  hit  him.  Just  as  he  was  bringing  his  head  around  again,  a 
stalactite  right  in  the  face.  He  fell  to  the  ground.  "AAAHH!  God!" 
he  screamed.  Blood  flooded  his  eyes.  Martin  would  not  let  this  stop 
him.  He  got  to  his  feet  and  ran  again.  One  hand  wiped  his  eyes,  the 
other  felt  for  obstacles. 

Before  Martin  could  finish  clearing  his  eyes,  he  fell  into  a huge 
pit.  He  must  have  fallen  thousands  of  feet  before  he  hit  the  bottom 
and  what  he  found  he  did  not  like.  Brown  muck  swallowed  him  up. 
He  struggled  and  fought  to  surface,  but  the  more  he  did,  the  further 
he  went  down. 

"AAAAAAAAAAAAAAHHHHHHHHHHH!"  Martin 
screamed.  His  room  was  dark  except  for  the  clock  radio  on  his  night 
stand— three  o'clock.  His  body  was  wet  with  perspiration.  His  hands 
trembled.  "Damn,"  he  said  rubbing  his  face. 

He  untangled  himself  from  the  covers  and  sat  on  the  side  of  his 
bed.  He  reached  out  to  his  Winnie  the  Pooh  lamp  and  flicked  it  on. 
"Aw  Jesus!"  he  cried  out  in  stupidity  as  he  covered  his  blinded  eyes. 
Martin  waded  through  the  clothes  on  the  floor  and  found  the  shirt  he 
had  worn  the  previous  night.  He  pulled  out  his  pack  of  Camels  and 
his  Zippo.  He  looked  out  his  bedroom  window.  He  lit  up.  The  red 
neon  sign  of  the  bar  across  the  street  bathed  his  body  with  the  light 
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and  then  went  out.  An  old  bearded  man  stumbled  out  the  door  and 
weaved  his  way  down  the  street.  Martin  scratched  his  butt  and 
walked  to  the  kitchen. 

The  kitchen  only  had  the  bare  essentials— stove,  refrigerator, 
sink,  and  a couple  of  cabinets.  Martin  was  sort  of  a minimalist  for 
economic  reasons  rather  than  personal  belief.  Gabe  was  sitting  on 
the  counter  finishing  off  the  fish.  Martin  got  a beer. 

"I  had  another  dream  tonight,”  Martin  confessed. 

"Meow,”  Gabe  returned.  Gabe  was  a mix  of  different  shades  of 
black,  grey  and  tan. 

"Want  to  hear  it?” 

"Meow” 

"I  was  running  through  a cave  and  a frog  was  chasing  me." 

"Meow” 

"Well  it  was  a big  frog,"  Martin  apologized. 

"Meow" 

"And  then  I fell  in  muck  and  was  drowning." 

"Meow" 

"In  color" 

"Meow" 

"Brown  muck" 

"Meow" 

"No,  we  don't  have  any  tater  tots,"  Martin  answered.  "Well, 
what  do  you  think  about  the  dream?" 

"Meow" 

"You're  such  a Freudian."  Martin  then  turned  and  walked  into 
the  living  room.  He  sat  down  on  his  genuine  naugahide  recliner. 
Gabe  finished  off  the  fish.  Martin  finished  off  his  beer  and  had 
another  cigarette.  He  would  have  to  go  to  work  soon. 
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Walking  home  in  December, 

my  eyes  peered  upwards 

to  a polka  dot  sky 

above  my  snowbound  block; 

sleeping  for  the  time  was  late, 

apartment  windows  lit  only  sporadically, 

approaching  ice-bitten  smokestacked  dawn. 

In  an  evening  speckled  white 
among  unravelling  blackness 
shone  a crystal  sphere, 
stubbornly  silent  as  ancient  ages 
muttered  deep  of  its  anxious  core; 
so  I looked  away  and  up 
at  a sky  laughing  out  in  joy, 
beyond  all  pity  or  doom. 

Each  star  was  a daffodil 
growing  upside  down; 
their  rays  of  light, 
fingers  tenderly  touching  Earth, 
rooted  in  soils  of  galaxies 
flaring  somewhere  outside  a dream; 
or,  united  was  a flat  domain, 
connect-a-dots  I played  with, 
drawing  polar  bears  and  sea  lions 
from  islands  I longed  to  explore. 

Then,  again  I couldn't  help  but 
be  brought  down  to  recognize 
how  the  moon's  empty  eyes 
looked  right  back  into  mine. 


-Pete  Dederick 


Otters 

Patrick  Brown 

Check  this  out,  Lucille. 

Try  not  to  spook  'em  though; 
you  know  how  skittish  they  can  be. 

See  the  chunky  one  in  the  first  canoe? 

The  one  pointing  at  us,  bouncing  like  he's  gotta  pee? 

Well,  note  the  Sony  minicam  — yeah,  that’s  it,  dangling  in  the  water! 

Isn’t  that  a stitch?  You  think  you've  seen  all  their  tricks, 
then  they  come  up  with  something  new... 

Remember  that  last  bunch  through? 

You  and  Rupert  belly-whopping  down  the  riverbank? 

The  pasty  blonde  standing  up  to  snap  a photo, 
upsetting  her  canoe?  And  her  boyfriend, 
flailing  with  his  paddle,  trying  to  snag  their  cooler 
as  I towed  it  toward  shore?  Lord,  the  looks 
they  get  on  their  faces  when  they  play! 

And  how  about  that  Youth  for  Christ  group  last  September? 

How  we  dozed  in  the  sun,  still  as  stones  on  that  sandbar? 

How  they  paddled  soooooo  softly  right  up  to  us? 

How  we  reared  up,  bared  our  teeth,  hissed  like  geese  from  Hell? 

How  the  old  one  with  legs  like  a heron  hollered, 

"Jesus!  Jesus!  Jesus!  It's  the  Black  Hounds  of  Satan!"? 

How  she  spun  around  and  smacked  that  moon-eyed  redhead  with  her  paddle? 
How  they  thrashed  at  the  water  in  opposite  directions 
'til  Birdlegs  passed  out?  I swear, 
they'll  do  anything  to  keep  us  laughing! 

Well,  time  to  get  to  work,  Lucille. 

Fetch  Rupert  over  to  the  willow  stump; 

I've  got  that  bar  of  Ivory  Blondie  pitched  at  me  stashed  there. 

We’ll  each  take  a bite,  work  up  a good  lather,  then  swim  like  hell, 
hissing  & frothing  for  all  we’re  worth,  right  smack  at  them. 

That'll  get  'em  going  — who  knows  what  they'll  do! 

Oh  — and  by  the  way,  Lucille,  the  Sony  is  mine  ... 
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Wallace  Really  Said 

Ann  Maureen  Stotts 

I want  to  be  the  front 
part  of  the  lake,  near 
the  sand  and  the  castles, 
warm  with  the  pee  of  children. 
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Knock  Out 

Richard  Calisch 


Sweat 

hits  high  in  the 

OK  OK  take  it  easy  kid 

nose 

blood 

where's  the  doc 
soaked  towel 
lies  forgotten 
Jesus 
on  the  floor 

give  the  kid  room 
where  the  hell's  the  doc  the 
dirty  mirror 
spits  back 
dirty 

God  dammit  find 

light 

pain  expands  into  the  hot 

damp 

room 

in  rings 

the  doc. 
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On  Sleep  and  Cicadas 

Jay  Stricklin 


Sleep  is  the  chatter  of  whispers,  a voice  within  voice,  within 
image  that  belongs  to  me  in  the  fact  that  the  drama  and  complexity 
they  support  are  in  my  tongue  and  behind  it,  fondling  the  featureless 
console.  A word  within  a phrase  withdraws  itself  from  the 
preceding  pulse  of  image  and  narration  and  without  a skip  of  loosing 
of  joint  convenes  in  the  metamorphosed  version  of  the  original 
thought.  I the  passenger  question  nothing  of  its  naturalness  like  a 
dream  where  the  characters  are  in  flesh  the  image  of  a good  friend 
but  contain  the  personality  of  a completely  different  individual. 
Caught  up  in  the  circumstances  of  the  drama  unfolding  within  your 
head  you  question  nothing. 

This  complication  of  wound  paths  loosens.  Images  evaporate 
into  the  whispers  that  tumble  and  evolve;  the  words  that  belong 
bleed  in  and  out  of  the  inwardly  escaping  sounds  of  consciousness 
and  sleep  forgotten.  Awareness  is  a buzz,  a dry  throated  wail,  like 
the  sound  of  cicadas  among  the  trees  that  have  joined  me  as  I awake, 
with  me  in  the  face  of  this  plane  of  conditions  that  is  rich  with  the 
odors  of  flesh  and  scandal  capped  in  the  darkness  of  summer 
evening. 

My  room  ticks  like  a bad  connection,  but  that  is  just  the 
trickery  of  sleep's  final  lifting  films.  Below  the  wonderful  agitation- 
wrought  bawl  of  the  cicada  is  the  sputtering  might  of  automobiles, 
metallic  snail  shells  the  hoods  of  which  conceal  the  stuff  of  creation. 
An  explosion  encapsulated  in  a finely  ground  socket  of  oiled  steel, 
this  wonder  couples  with  three,  five,  seven  of  its  mates,  a 
homogeneous  vibration,  each  socket  claiming  no  distinct  sound. 

They  agitate  me  in  tender  irrationality,  they  interfere  with  the  chorus 
of  the  locusts  that  I,  wound  within  the  sheets  of  the  woven  hole  of 
my  bed,  emulate  in  telepathic  direction.  It's  incredible,  when  the 
snails  have  momentarily  scattered  pursuing  the  ends  of  streets  that 
blik-block  outward  achieving  various  distances,  the  choir  of  china 
tin  and  cellophane  moths  in  a motionless  explosion  begins  its  wail  of 
whipping  vibration.  The  sound  with  eyes  closed  achieves  strange 
dimension.  Immense  and  shaped  like  a deep  pool  of  emerald  static 
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sets  the  air,  an  etherish  liquid,  at  crazy  angles,  the  molecules 
themselves  aggravated  and  seeking  escape. 

Each  cellophane  winged  choir  member  with  Geiger  legs 
affixing  itself  to  bark  like  a heavy  broken  skin  joins  its  kind  among 
treetop  empires,  the  boundaries  of  which  are  drawn  by  the  asphalt 
ribbons  of  avenues  and  the  awkward  boxiness  of  houses  and 
buildings. 

By  chance  of  the  moments  I now  inhabit,  it  begins  to  the  south 
west  like  a thick  cold  gas  poured  over  a relief  version  of  the  town 
area  I imagine  to  exist  outside.  It  wafts  nearer  gaining  in 
accompaniment,  sending  the  urge  of  instinct  in  its  chords,  inspiring 
each  member  to  resume  its  own  empire  where  the  last  begin  to  fade 
and  become  a simple  click.  Like  a large  crystal  coin  grating  across  a 
clean  sheet  of  glass,  the  latitude  dips  this  way  and  that  causing  the 
token  to  trace  an  imperfect  figure  eight  on  its  surface.  In  my  range  I 
guess  it  to  be  descending  north  east  toward  me  sweeping  through  my 
neighborhood  igniting  chains  that  might  fizz  and  spark  across 
Lombard  bleeding  into  Elmhurst.  The  reverberations  must  travel 
everywhere  across  the  flora  rich  islands  of  the  United  States,  chains 
of  chiding  cicadas  like  changing  winds  on  glassy  waters,  but  the 
scale  gauged  in  continents. 
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Beside  The  Dead  Sea 

Marilyn  Pollock 

Imperious  imprisoning  sun 
salt  cured  and  gaseous  liquid  heat 
They  clothe  themselves  with 
Hot  black  mud 

Drying  to  slowly  moving  effigies 
Beneath  relentless  beams 
Then  waves  of  salt  and  tears  and 
Laughter  scours  the  black 
Goose  stepping  mud  from 
Sizzling  scorched  limbs  into  the 
Dead  Sea 
While  I watch. 
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And  this  is  how  I view  the  moon. 

I have  seen  its  fragile  creases 

and  have  looked  into  its  very  twilight 

but  now  I view  it  always  from  a minute  star, 

a bright  sphere  with  darkened  craters 

gray  and  peaceful  at  night 

like  a blossoming  flower  at  midnight 

a fading  vision  of  white  at  dawn 

I can  feel  the  stars'  surface  under  foot 

the  sight  of  a glistening  god  in  my  eyes 

And  I see  a mountain,  a tall  mountain 

rugged  as  brick  and  sharpened  by  knives 

glowing  in  its  radiance 

a glow  that  shines  above  me 

and  beyond  the  shimmering  ball 

and  the  night  seems  gentle  and  quiet 

I walk  along  the  star  with  light  feet 

and  suddenly  a spark  of  brightness 

a spark  quick  yet  lingering 

and  heavy  with  images  of  fire 

of  heaven 

comes  out  of  my  shimmering  sphere 

the  first  existence  of  the  moon  engraved  in  my  smile 

That  I cannot  forget 

It  was  mysterious 

and  cunning 

like  magic 

like  a delicate  kiss  of  dawn's  new  breath 


-Terri  Locke 
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I Saw  Chicago  Today 

Marilyn  Pollock 

I saw  Chicago  today  at  the  bus  stop 
Stroh's  Light  beside  the  Tribune  at  the  corner 
while  the  light  changed  to  red 
That's  right  girl,  next  to  change  for  a dollar 
beside  the  street  light. 

Daley's  saw  horses  next  to 
Picasso's  lady,  weeping  iron  tears. 

I saw  Chicago. 

I saw  Chicago  today  at  the  bus  stop 
Jazz  trombone  for  suburban  nickels 
Coffee  to  go,  with  business  suits 
On  the  side 

Towers  of  windows  and  clicking  white  canes 
Hard  hats  with  high  rise  craters 
Pockmarked  street  and  red  carpet  entry 
I saw  Chicago. 
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Yankees  2,  White  Sox  1 

Bob  Georgolas 


It's  five- thirty- seven  P.M., 
mid-June,  nineteen  sixty-one.  The 
sky  has  crayoned  itself  pink  and 
powder  blue  and  my  eight-and-a- 
half-year-old  mind  bargains  with  the 
light,  cajoling  it  to  stick 
around  so  that  maybe  you  can 
toss  me  a few  in  the  alley 
when  I get  home.  But  the  blue  steel 

dinosaur  lumbers  slowly.  So 
I poke  a hole  in  the  plastic  bag 
and  march  my  wax  green  troops  over 
the  hump  on  the  floor,  trying  to 
forget  that  Saturday  has 
exhausted  half  its  life  while 
I shopped  for  clothes  with  Mom  in  some 
undercooled,  overcrowded 
department  store  on  Fordham  Road 

in  the  Bronx.  You're  forty,  just  home 
from  work,  your  tie  as  yet  unloosened, 
and  you're  sitting  on  the  brick  and 
concrete  stoop  that  fronts  the  humongous 
house  where  Mom  grew  up  as  a young 
woman  and  where  we  live  with  grandma 
and  Georgie  and  Florence  and  Charlie 
and  my  pesty  sister,  Lorna, 
who  got  to  stay  home  and  wrestle 


with  the  new  puppy  and  read  comic 
books  and  play  checkers,  while  the  best 
I could  do  was  to  duck  in  and 
out  of  the  dress  racks  in  the  ladies 
department,  pretending  the  clothes 
were  a jungle  and  I was  Tarzan 
determined  to  rescue  Jane.  Looking 
at  your  watch,  you  doubt  that  we'll  return 
in  time  for  you  to  slide  the  tickets 

from  your  inside  pocket  and 
casually  unleash  the  news 
that  will  launch  my  heart  like  a 
Mercury  rocket.  Then  the  blue 
dinosaur  slides  to  the  curb 
and  I catch  the  hint  of  a smile 
in  your  eyes  and,  suddenly,  as 
I stand  before  you,  looking  up, 

I know.  Amidst  a jumble  of 

courthouses,  restaurants,  apartments 
and  el  tracks,  the  cathedral  glows 
like  Emerald  City.  I ball 
my  fist  into  the  fat  fingered 
hunk  of  brown  leather  on  my  left 
hand  and  adjust  the  navy  blue 
cap  with  the  white  NY  tight  to 
my  head.  You  take  my  free  hand,  half 
the  size  of  yours,  and  guide  me 
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steadily  through  the  multitudes  and 
into  the  land  of  the  diamond, 
where  arc  lights  erase  the  night  and 
promise  me  perpetual  summers. 
Seated,  we  order  hot  dogs  with 
everything  on  them.  Then,  an 
inning  later,  peanuts,  soda, 
and  an  ice  cream  pop.  I study 
the  scorecard  like  a priest  the  gospel 

and  you  teach  me  how  to  track  the 
plays  and  explain  about  bunts  and 
sacrifice  flies.  In  the  seventh, 

Mickey  smashes  one  into  the 
bleachers  in  center,  the  crack  of 
his  bat  stentorian,  clean.  I 
shoot  up,  as  if  scalded,  waving 
my  pennant  like  a fourth  of  July 
parade  flag,  knowing  this  team  could 

never  lose.  It's  two  A.M.,  late 
May,  nineteen-ninety-one.  I'm  five 
states  west,  staring  out  at  an 
etherized  sky,  and  sobbing  softly 
because  I can't  raise  my  hand  and 
stop  the  bullet  of  time  from  digging 
its  way  through  your  chest.  Maris  and 
Mantle  are  specters  now,  powerless 
to  suffocate  the  phone  that 

ulcerates  the  silence.  Alarmed, 
my  wife  bolts  upright,  while  I, 
unmoored,  freeze  like  a line  drive  in 
Tony  Kubek's  glove.  The  ninth  is 
over  and  I'm  trembling,  scared  that 
the  final  kiss  we  shared  was  not 
enough  to  ever  let  you  know. 


Each  Day  A Little  More 

Jo  Ann  Wolf 

My  father  dies  each  day  a little  more. 

And  those  of  us  who  love  and  are  his  friend 
Live  it  with  him,  hold  our  tears,  ignore 
His  gruffness,  frailness,  and  approaching  end. 

In  sorrow's  throes,  I grip  myself,  demand 
Control.  But  memories  engorged  with  raw 
Emotions  crush  my  hope  and  will,  expand 
My  prayers  to  all  who  wait  in  fear  and  awe. 

A man  once  proud  now  bears  his  pain  alone. 

I watch  him  walk  the  narrowing  way  toward  peace 
And  done.  His  time  will  soon  be  marked  in  stone. 

His  purposed  energy  will  seek  release. 

"Do  not  go  gentle,  Rage. . I want  to  cry, 

But,  grieving  deep,  can  only  say,  Good  and  Bye. 

(*Dylan  Thomas,  "Do  Not  Go  Gentle") 
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the  poet  like  an  acrobat 

climbs  on  rime 

to  a high  wire  of  his  own  making 

and  balancing  on  eybeams 

above  a sea  of  faces 

paces  his  way 

to  the  other  side  of  day 
performing  entrechats 

and  sleight-of-foot  tricks 
and  other  high  theatrics 

and  all  without  mistaking 
any  thing 

for  what  it  may  not  be 


LAWRENCE  FERLINGHETTI 


Laughter  is  our  stuttering 
in  a language  we  can't  speak  yet.  Behind, 
the  world  made  of  wishes  goes  dark.  Ahead, 
if  not  tomorrow  then  never,  shines  only  what  is. 

GALWAY  KINNELL 


64 


